I2O	IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS
Caesar, What a library is here! Ah Marcus Tullius! I salute thy image. Why frownest thou upon me? collecting the consular, robe and uplifting the right arm, as when Rome stood firm agaii,* and Catiline fled before thee.
Lucullus. Just so ; such was the action the statuary chose, as adding a new endearment to the memory of my absent frieud.
Caesar.   Sylla, who honoured you above all men, is not here.
Lucullus. I have his Commentaries: he inscribed them, as you know, to me. Something even of our benefactors may be forgotten, and gratitude be unreproved.
Caesar. The impression on that* couch, and the two fresh honeysuckles in the leaves of those two books, would show, even to a stranger, feat this room is peculiarly the master's. Are theyi sacred?
Lucullus.   To me and Caesar.
Caesar.   I would have asked permission.
Lucullus. Caius Julius, you have nothing to ask of Polybius and Thucydides ; nor of Xenophon, the next to them on the table.
Caesar. Thucydides! the most generous, the most unprejudiced, the most sagacious, of historians. Now, Lucullus, you whose judgment in style is more accurate than any other Roman's, do tell me whether a commander, desirous of writing his Commentaries, could take to himself a more perfect model than Thucydides.
Lucullus. Nothing is more perfect, nor ever will be: the scholar of Pericles, the master of Demosthenes! the equal of the one in military science, and of the other not the inferior in civil and forensic ; the calm dispassionate judge of the general by whom he was defeated ; his defender, his encomiast. To talk of such men is conducive not only to virtue but to health.
Caesar.   We have no writer who could keep up long together his severity and strength.   I would follow him ; but I shall be contented with my genius, if (Thucydides in sight) I come many paces behind, and attain by.stody and attention the graceful and* secure mediocrity of Xenophon.

